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THE RISE OF

* Ever think so,' replied  the  Eremite,   ' and you  will
deserve rather His love than His mercy.    Thirty long years
have I spent in this solitude, meditating upon the past,
and if is a theme yet fertile in instruction.    My hours are
never heavy, and memory is to me what action is to other
men.'

* You have seen much, holy father ? '

*And felt more. Yet you will perhaps think the result
of all my experience very slight, for I can only say unto
thee, trust not in thyself.'

' It is a great truth,' remarked Iduna, *and leads to a
higher one.'

c Even so,' replied the Eremite. ' We are full of wisdom
in.old age, as in winter this river is full of water, but the
fire of youth, like the summer sun, dries up the stream.'

Iduna did not reply. The Eremite attracted her atten-
tion to a patch of cresses on the opposite bank of the
stream. 'Every morning I rise only to discover fresh
instances of omnipotent benevolence,' he exclaimed. * Yes-
terday ye tasted my honey and my fish. To-day I can
offer ye a fresh dainty. We will break our fast in this
pleasant glen. Rest thou here, gentle youth, and I will
summon thy brother to our meal. I fear me much he does
not bear so contented a spirit as thyself.'

* He is older, and has seen more,' replied Iduna.

The Eremite shook his head, and leaning on his staff,
returned to the cavern. Iduna remained, seated on a
mossy rock, listening to the awakening birds, and musing
over the fate of Iskander. While she was indulging in this
reverie, her name was called. She looked up with a blush,
and beheld Nicams.

' How fares my gentle comrade ? ' inquired the Prince of
Athens.

* As well as I hope you are, dear Niceeus.   We have been
indeed fortunate in finding so kind a host.'